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AN EXPLANATION. 


~) E owe it, we feel we do, and really 
must apologize to our readers for hav- 


ing it delayed so long. 

We want them to distinctly understand our 
position in the matter of elevated and under- 
vated roads in New York City. 

We like these arrangements, we enjoy them. 
They are about the neatest thing in wood, 
iron and noise that modern civilization has 
produced. 

The fault we have to find is that there are 
not enough of them. We want more. We 
hanker afterthem. We crave for them. We 
don’t propose to be satisfied with two paltry 
roads. We fear happiness will never be ours 
until there are two or three hundred more ele- 
vated railroads running through all the streets 
and avenues of the city. 

Some idiots have apologetically remarked 
that sleep might be interfered with. 

Pshaw! Nonsense. What is sleep? 

It is nought but a relic of barbarism, which, 
with many other old world nonsenses, has ob- 
tained a foothold in this delightfully free 
country. It is about time it was done away 
with, and elevated railroads are the things to 
do it. 

People, especially New Yorkers, don’t want 
sleep any more. It is a lazy useless habit, well 
enough in the effete monarchies of Europe, but 
quite out of place in America. A few weak 
women, children and invalids may perhaps be 
permitted to indulge occasionally—-but it is a 
wretched practice, and ought to be prohibited 
by law. 

We reiterate that we have an intense affection 
for elevated railroads. Let us have them East, 
West, North and South, N. ,E., S. W, S. E. 
¥% Southerly and North ¥% East. The com- 
pass must be boxed with elevated railroads. 
Let us live on them, and die on them—because 
although we dispense with sleep we haven’t yet 
reached such a stage of civilization as to be 
able to find a substitute for death. 

Still we hope even to do that, and Mr. Wil- 
liam H. Vanderbilt’s projected road may help 
us in the matter. 





(From the N. Y. Hurruld.) 
MURDER!!! 


THE DEMON CAGED. 


A SON OF HAM. 


SANDWICHED BETWEEN TWO DETECTIVES. 


FETT HRBD 1!!! 


BRACELETS NOT FROM TIFFANY'S. 


——_—_ 


ON THE RACK. 


Open Confession is good for the Soul. 


UNCLUBBED BY WILLIAMS. 


A FAT TARE. 
Not the Correct Ki-bosh in Criminals. 


ONE FOR THE HUB. 


Registered at the Tombs Hotel. 
MURDER WILL OUT. 


The Assassin’s Bloody Trail from 
New York to Boston. 


WILL HE BE LAUNCHED INTO ETERNITY? 


PERHAPS INNOCENT. 


A TERRIBLE HYPOTHESIS, 


IS HE THE DOCTOR'S MYRMIDON ? 


LIFE FOR LIFE. 


Chastine Cox was lodged in the Tombs on Thursday, June 26. 








A SIGN OF THE SEASON. 
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Seen | 
Puckerings. 

Juno it is hot? p's. 

Wuart will July bring forth ? 

Wuat Can-a-da bring forth, Louise ? 

Is Vanderbilt going to give New York “1”? 


TiLpEN and Cooper would make a good 
ticket for 1884.? ! Goyaz! 

BanbDiTr1.—“ Little Buttercup”; a banned 
ditty everywhere. 


VerRY dry—weather, brain, throat—myself, 
too. Tis beer or not to be! 


PoLLy wants a cracker! [And if she gets it, 
she’ll have much the same time as she had with 
the monkey in the historic tale.] 


Capt. WiLuiaMs did not club Chastine Cox, 
The colored desperado belongs to the only 
class that can command safety and respect at 
that ruffianly officer’s hands, 


On Friday next the militia regiments will 
try to gather their members together, in the 
morning. In the afternoon the small-boy will 
try to gather Azs members together. 


Has anybody thought of the feelings of the 
unfortunate Cox, coming to New York on the 
Bristol? He was confined in the bridal state- 
room, and hand-cuffed to a man by the name 
of Schmittenberger. 


Tuis is the season of the year when the good 
little boy refuses to go in bathing with his com- 
panions, because his mother forbid him, stays 
on the bank to mind their clothes and scoots 
for home after tying knots in the sleeves of 
their trousers. 


A CURRENT item warns us that too much 
fresh meat is not healthy in warm weather, 
but fails to say at what exact degree of putridity 
it becomes innocuous. We have heard it said 
—and we believe it, too—that when a chunk of 
beef, exposed to the sun, acquires the con- 
sistency and general appearance of a plate of 
warm hash, a man may eat all he wants of it. 


‘¢ THE missal which was presented to Queen 
Kate, wife of Henry V., by her father, was 
recently sold in Paris for $15,200.” 

The missile which was presented by the 
queen to her liege lord, has not been pre- 
served. She presented it to him, historians 
say, across the breakfast-table one morning, 
upon the occasion of his winking at the pretty 
serving maid, when he thought his wife wasn’t 
looking. It was a china bowl, full of mush, and 
if we had a penchant for bad jokes, we would 
remark that the king was mush put out about it. 


MIss , the young, charming, beauti- 
ful and well-dressed American actress, has sung 
in all the country papers on a new advertising 
dodge. She lost her way in the Catacombs, 
shrieked in vain for help, and fainted away 
just twenty-three inches this side of instant 
death, in the shape of an open well-hole, But 
she was found. And that’s the worst of it— 
they always live to invent fresh ‘‘ reading 
notices.” It would be a novel idea if one of 
these newspaper actresses would some day 


meet with a fatal accident—and we cheerfully {7 
One thing is certain, she would be 7 


suggest it. 
assured of a “crowded house” forever after 
—until resurrection day, 
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Ir CLEANS THE STREETS—SO IT DOES—BUT WHO IS TO CLEAN THE UNFORTUNATE WAYFARERS? 
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OUR INTELLIGENT JURY SYSTEM. 


HE right of trial by jury is fondly sup- 
posed to be one of the greatest privileges 
of the American citizen. It is the shield 

and buckler which stand between him and the 
ferocity of prosecuting officers and the oft- 
times partial rulings of a biased Judge. 

This is the fond fancy with which we delude 
ourselves, when we hug ourselves and thank 
God we are Americans. 

But the American Jury really is quite a dif- 
ferent sort of affair, as may be discovered by a 
visit at any of our Courts where jury trials are 
held. It is the most absurd of all our absurd 
“institutions,” for it is based upon the idea 
that the more stupid the juror is, the more fit- 
ting he is to decide upon the life, liberty or 
property of the citizen. 

Now this is pre-eminently a newspaper-read- 
ing age; and no nation reads newspapers with 
more avidity than the Americans. The rich 
financier prepares himself for his daily opera- 
tions by getting “‘ points” from his daily paper 
as he sips his morning chocolate; the laborer, 
going to work, puts his dinner pail between his 
knees and gets a glimpse of what the world is 
doing from Ais daily paper. We are half edu- 
cated by the papers; and derive our notions of 
the actualities of life from the daily emanations 
of the press. 

How absurd then is it to debar a man from 
jury service because he has “ read the papers” 
and has formed his opinion upon the matter at 
issue. This shows his intelligence, that he is a 
man alive to what passes around him—who can 
say: “ Homo sum; nihil humanum a me alienum 
puto;” who is not content to lead a torpid life, 
but is up and active, interested in all that in- 
terests of his day and generation. 

Here is a man of intelligence; here is a man 
to fitly understand the charge of the Judge to 
decide “according to the evidence’’—not accord- 
ing to his own previously conceived ideas. And 
being such a man, he is summarily turned out 
of Court to make room in the jury box for Mr. 
Diogenes O’Blundercuss, to whom the evidence, 
the pleas, and the charge are all a muddle, and 
whose verdict is rendered hap-hazard without 
reason or logic. . What is the result ? 

Take the Smith-Bennett murder case in 
Jersey, for instance. The “ intelligent Jury” 
were asked to bring in a verdict of guilty, as, 
if they were mistaken, the error would be cor- 
rected by a higher Court. And the Jury, thus 
instructed, so found. Yet it was only by the 











generosity of a public singer that money enough 
was raised to buy the promised justice; and 
now, when this is written, it seems as if the case 
could never be re-heard, owing to the alleged 
unconstitutionality of the law! So much for 
humbugging an “ intelligent” Jury. 

Instances of this sort might be multiplied; 
but there is another nuisance arising from select- 
ing Jurors from the stupid classes which we 
must touch upon. It is the ever-recurring dis- 
agreements of Juries. In vain may Judges scold 
and lock up these Juries. But over and over 
again the foreman announces, ‘‘We can’t agree, 
your Honor. It’s no use!’’—and the expense 
of another protracted trial has to be borne by 
the people. Ifa panel were comprised of men 
who would bring the same intelligence to the 
merits of the case before them which they em- 
ploy in their own business, verdicts would be 
rendered on common sense principles, and 
where there are a hundred disagreements now, 
there would not be one in a year. 

The fact is, stupidity will never run American 
‘ institutions.” With all our brag and bluster 
there isn’t any too much brilliancy in our public 
service. The best jurists are not on the bench; 
the cleverest lawyers do not fatten on the fees 
of the District Attorney’s office; but let us, at 
least, have our best men on our Juries. The 
composition of a jury should be of such an ex- 
alted character that no man could be found to 
question the righteousness of the Verdict. 

But this is not the Utopian age; although 
PUCK is using his mighty endeavor to make it so. 
So, until our ideas prevail, leaden stupidity will 
sit behind the Juryman; and our proud inheri- 
tance from the Fathers—the right of trial by 
Jury—will be realized very much as will be seen, 
graphically portrayed, elsewhere in our pages. 








RHYMES OF THE DAY. 


LONDON. 
Tuat slangiest preacher was Tall- 
Mage, you ache with his asinine bawl, 
And he’d dance in the pul- 
Pit as though he was “ fi “? 
And splutter and splather and sprawl. 





CANADA, 
They hankered for some sort 0’ fool, or 
Some Royalty sprig for a ruler; 
Successful in both, 
’Tis safe to make oath 
Their loyalty’s shading down cooler. 
SLowcus. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


TuHaT this man made a specialty of tying 
bed-clothes does not prove that he was guilty 
—but it clearly shows that he was not innocent. 
—Morning Quack; June rgth. 


It being clearly proven that Dr. Hull used 
the only sperm candle known to exist in the 
United States, we ask our readers, in the name 
of common sense, what is—or rather, what is 
not to be inferred from this fact? — Daily 
Twister, June 15th. 


ALL we ask is simply: can Dr. Hull show 
how he lost that button off his gaiter ?—Even- 
ing Weathercock, June 16th. 


WE do not wish to anticipate the course of 
justice; but why did not Dr. Hull shut the front 
doors after murdering his wife? — Morning 
Flea, June 17th. 


To the most casual and careless observer it 
will be obvious that these bandages were tied 
by a surgeon trying to disguise the character of 
his knots. Dr. Hull is a surgeon. — Daily 
Drumhead, June 18th, 


EvEN in the breast of an old man of seventy 
the fires of jealousy may rage as wildly as in the 
passionate bosom of youth. And Dr. Hull may 
have ransacked the room and stolen the jewelry 
merely to throw the detectives of the trail.— 
LV. Y. Chameleon, June roth. 


Dr. HuLt would have done more wisely had 
he used a different style of match. — Zhe 
Theorist, June 215¢. 


SUSPENDERS! ay, that’s the word, Suspend- 
ers! Braces! Her arms were tied with sus- 
penders. Dr. Hull wore suspenders.— Morning 
Wiseacre, June 21st. 


UNWARRANTABLE interference with the course 
of justice is always reprehensible. But we feel 
it our duty to say that we think all the circum- 
stances brought out by the course of the Hull 
inquest up to date point very decidedly to the 
guilt of one man. We do not propose to men- 
tion this man’s name, for his criminality is not, 
as yet, a matter of absolute certitude; but we 
do not think we are going too far when we 
say that he is not a young man; he is not a 
colored man; he is not a man waconnected 
with the family; he is not a non-medical per- 
son. Further than this, we do not care to enun- 
ciate our suspicions, but we can firmly '‘asseve- 
rate that they will be proved to be true when 
the guilty party is brought to justice.—Sunday 
Bunsby, June 22nd. 


Let us put a case of a Doctor—an old Doc- 
tor—a jealous Doctor. What do you look for 
from such a man—is it not perfectly natural 
that he should kill his wife? Yet it may be 
that Dr. Hull is innocent.—Zvening Know-Ail, 
June 22nd. 


WE call upon the Murderer of Mrs. Hull to 
confess. We have our eye on him. The 
sooner he does it the better. It will save the 
state some inconvenience; and the Medical 
faculty the unpleasant duty of striking from 
their rolls the name of a renegade to his pro- 
fession—one who kills, instead of curing. Yet 
far be it from us to say that he is a brutal, 
sneaking, cowardly midnight assassin.— Daily 
Detector, June 22d. 


Any man with a wife who sits, alone by hin- 
self, in Reservoir Park, is constructively a 
Murderer. Yet we are not among those who 
point the finger of accusation at Dr. Hull, He 
may be innocent. But can he prove it ?— Zhe 
‘Evening Smarty, June 22d. 


Ir has all turned out just as we predicted.— 
Morning Luminary, June 24th. 
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I TOLD YOU SO. 


LOVED, I wooed, I won, I wed; 
I was the happiest man in life; 
And everybody envied Fred 
Possession of so good a wife; 
Yet not long after she eloped 
With Viscount Something—“‘ don’t you know?” 
And all my friends said: ‘ well, they’d hoped 
For better, but they’d told me so.” 


On Wall Street I the crowd outbid, 
No broker was more highly rated; 
Good luck attended all I did— 
No matter how I speculated— 
Till one fell day I lost a ‘*pot,” 
My all in fact—for all must go; 
And all the sympathy I got 
Was, with a shrug, ‘‘I told you so.” 


And so through life it always is, 
And was, and evermore shall be; 

If Jones ‘‘annexes” what ‘‘ain’t” his, 
Or Robinson gues ‘‘up a tree,” 

Or Smith gets hanged— his dearest friend, 
Friend, too, of many years ago— 

Will wisely shake his head—depend 
Upon ’t--and smile ‘‘1 told you so.” 


And now that you these lines have read, 
And shudder, maybe, at the slang, 
Perhaps you scowl and shake your head, 
And long this humble scribe to hang; 
But he ¢Azs consolation has— 
Sweet to his soul as prime Margaux— 
You cannot, reader, as you pass 
Your verdict, growl ‘I told you so.” 
JOHN FRASER. 








DR. HULL, 


22> 

Tek. HULL, of 42nd Street, is a feeble 

¢ old gentleman of seventy, who lately 
** > had the misfortune to lose his wife in a 

very unexpected and peculiar way. 

She was found dead in her bed; bound with 
strips of the sheet. Some one had ransacked 
the room; various valuables were missing. A 
candle had been held to the dead woman’s 
eyes. It was what our Esteemed Contempo- 
rary, the Hera/d, calls a “‘Mysterious Murder.” 

Now, as a general thing, when a man loses 
his wife, we sincerely sympathize with him, 
that is, if we care anything about the matter. 
If we don’t, we, at least, out of respect for the 
man’s loss, and the decent conventionalities of 
society, say that we sympathize with him. 

But Dr. Hull had lost his wife in a peculiar 
way, and it was a mighty peculiar sort of sym- 
pathy that he got on that mournful occasion. 

For it happened that this very unlucky old 
gentleman had two extremely reprehensible 
habits. He used candles in his bedroom, and 
he sometimes tied his sheets together to keep 
his poor old septuagenarian body from falling 
out of bed. 

What could you expect? A man who had 
such extraordinary customs! The whole cho- 
rus of detectives who had never detected any- 
thing in all their lives, and daily papers that had 
detected a great deal too much, at once as- 
sumed that Dr. Alonzo Grandison Hull mur- 
dered Mrs. Dr. Alonzo Grandison Hull. 

Of course, they didn’t sayso outright. Diplo- 
matically and discreetly, they went, as ’Aughty 
Halbion says, “‘ all round me ’at,’’ to express 
their opinion that the poor old gentleman had 
foully assassinated the companion of his life. 
That was their opinion, founded on the above- 
mentioned facts, and express it they did, though 
with a certain vagueness and indirectedness 
which might have been assumed either out of 
regard for the feelings of Dr. Hull, or out of 
respect for the law of libel. 


For instance, one of the most esteemed of. 


our esteemed contemporaries remarked: 
“ Dr. Hull * * * * * was in the habit of ty- 
ing down his bed-clothes. Sometimes he tied 





them on both sides of his bed. This seems 
strange. Who ever heard of such a thing be- 
fore ?” 

And again, after expressing its belief that 
the murderer would shortly be found, this E.C. 
went on to say: 


‘** Some persons who have been attending the 


inquest are very confident in their opinion that 
they could readily put their hand on him.” 
And at another time: 


‘*¢ The circumstantial evidence goes to show that she 
was killed under some sudden exasperation, and that she 
was subsequently bound merely to divert suspicion, 

The sooner her slayer, whoever he may be, confesses 
the truth, the better for him. 

One of the most celebrated capital cases ever tried in 
this country was that of Dr. WEBSTER, indicted for the 
murder of Dr. PARKMAN, in Massachusetts,” 


With similar oracular utterances, which, if 

they weie not aimed directly at Dr. Hull’s gray 
head, were at least very well calculated to re- 
bound in that direction, glancing off the myth- 
ical individual ostensibly aimed at—much after 
the fashion of that weapon known as the boom- 
erang. 
Well, Dr. Hull had been the target of this 
kind of sharpshooter practice for a fortnight or 
so, when the truth came out, and a common- 
place and blundering negro betrayed himself 
so grossly and unmistakably that even the po- 
lice could not shut their stupid eyes to the fact 
that he was the genuine, original murderer. 

And now, how about the venerable object of 
suspicion? He has suffered from the slings 
and arrows of outrageous detectives, profes- 
sional and journalistic; the cruelest of innuen- 
does have been sown broddcast by press and 
police; there are thousands of people all over 
the country who have heard that he was a sus- 
pected murderer, and who may never hear that 
he is an innocent man. 

His wife has been taken from him by a mur- 
derer, and his reputation has well-nigh been 
taken from him, too—but not by a murderer— 
by respectable journalists and sworn officers of 
the law. And all this on the very faintest sha- 
dow of suspicion; on the most trivial clues, 
perhaps, that ever led to the accusation of a 
man. 

And suppose Mr. Chastine Cox had never 
thrown himself into the unwilling hands of the 
police, might not this guileless old gentleman 
have gone down to his death a wronged man? 
Might not that death have been on the scaffold ? 

What are we going to do to recompense this 
man for the suffering he has gone through? 
What can we do? What consolation has this 
world to offer him? None. 

No—stay—one! There zs balm in Gilead 
for Dr. Hull. Lots of it. Why didn’t we think 
of it before? ‘There is one all-sufficing solace 
left to him. 

The Sun—the Sun—our Esteemed and In- 
fallible Contemporary! Let this injured and 
helpless old widower soothe his soul with the 
reflection that the Swn has been his friend all 
along. In the estimation of the unthinking 
vulgar, the Sun’s friendship came very near 
hanging Dr. Hull. But what of that? Can not 
he pardon a little injudicious zeal after such a 
display of sincere ‘devotion? Other papers 
wavered and were in doubt. But the Sun— 
never! ‘The Sun had its eagle eye on Chastine 
Cox from the first, though it never mentioned 
the fact. If Dr. Hull lives in safety to-day, he 
has only the Swz to thank for it. 

[If there appears to be any break in the logic 
of the above remarks, the whole chain of rea- 
soning may be made clear to the meanest in- 
telligence on application to the author of the 
article entitled ‘‘Just As We Predicted,” in the 
Sun of June 25th, 1879.] 

There, Dr. Hull, is your consolation and 
your recompense. 





JOSEPH, 


A NEW RENDERING OF THE OLD STORY, 


OSEPH SMITH was the favorite son of 
old Jacob Smith, a sturdy farmer of New 
Hampshire. Jacob had a number of sons 

who, for some unknown reason, hated their 
brother Joseph. Perhaps it was because Joseph 
was better dressed, and was allowed to remain 
at home while his other brothers attended to 
the cows, pigs and sheep. 

The envious brothers plotted to kill Joseph, 
and having caught him in the field one day, 
they stripped him of his fine clothes and put 
him in a large pit. They then dropped some 
blood on Joseph’s coat and brought it to old 
Jacob, saying that they had found it in the 
field near a hay-stack. 

Old Jacob declared that his son must have 
been killed by the tramps, and showed great 
sorrow. 

Joseph was rescued from the pit by some 
tramps who were traveling that way. They 
were known as the politician tribe of tramps, 
They took Joseph to their king, who lived at 
Washington. His name was Potiphar Jones, 
Joseph remained with Potiphar for some time, 
and rapidly rose from one station to another in 
political life. At first he was only an Inspector 
of Customs, but finally he became Secretary 
of State. 

About this time times became “ very hard” 
in New Hampshire, and old Jacob was com- 
pelled to send his sons to Washington to see if 
they could not get him a post-office. 

On being presented to the Secretary of State, 
what was their amazement to see that that of- 
ficer was none other than their brother Joseph. 

They carried the happy news back to old 
Jacob, who thereupon went to Washington with 
his whole family, and all were assigned to lu- 
crative and influential offices under the govern- 
ment. UpaL, 





‘‘ BETTER a minute too early than a minute 
too late.” Not when a man is backing out 
from under the bed, where he has crawled in 
search of an errant collar-button. If he raises 
his head a minute, or even a second, too early, 
he’ll see morestars than the Bowery ever sported 
in a single season. 








UTTER EXTINCTION OF RACE-FEELING 
AMONG THE CHOSEN PEOPLE. 


‘Don’ know vhere I vas goin’ to get mein 
dinner—und ven you tink I vas pelong bei 


dem faemily uf dot Rothschild! Uf dot Pro- 


phet Moses vas know dot!” 
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My name 
Pratt, 

My art is that of an Acrobat. 

I can stand like this and never 
pant. : 

And this is Charles, my Ele- 
phant. 





3- 

And because I make so free 
with his spine, 

He rests his fairy feet upon 
mine. 

Whereat my pleasure is evident, 

And it pleases Charles, my Ele- Z 
phent. 





5. 



































2. 

I love Charles, and Charles 
loves me. 

I can do a flyer over he. 

And he wags his tail with a 
cheerful grunt 

Of pleasure, does Charles, my 
Elephunt. 


Sometimes I stand and do not 
stoop, 

While he obligingly 
through a hoop. 

Then I treat him to fritters and 
Sozodont, 

Which are healthy for Charles, 
my Elephont. 


6. 


jumps 





And then I bend in a graceful 
way, 

Like boys, when leap-frog or par 
they play. 

You should see how quickly he 
takes the hint— 

The intelligent Charles, my Ele- G_ 
phint. a 








7- 













And then, while he gallops 
around the ring, 

I sit on the end of his back and 
sing. 

I find it a pleasant little jaunt, 

And it’s nothing to Charles, my 
Elephaunt, 





8. 
And therefore I’m called Rha- 





Again he lies, so nice and square, 
While I make paraboles in the 
air. : 







damanthus Pratt, 
And now I am going to pass the 
hat. 





Iam not incommoded, no more 
he ain’t, 

My associate Charles, my Ele- 
phaint. 










We are agile, and rarely get out 
of joint— 
Neither I nor Charles, my Ele- 















PROPOSAL AND DISPOSAL. 


“We ERMIT me on my bended knee 
is My heart’s sweet passion to exhale, 
A passion that for years has throbbed 
Within my bosom’s secret pale. 





**T love you with a love that’s blind, 
I love you with a love that sees, 
I love you with a love that’s deaf— 
In short, with any love you please.’’ 


*¢ With any love I please, you say ? 
Well then, my pleasure I’ll avow: 

With that which little brothers feel 
For older sisters. Twigest thou ?” 


D. IKE DEXTER. 
Frorence, Italy, May 25, 1879. 








A REJECIED ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following advertisement, not being 
strictly in our line of business, was re- 
fused admission to our advertising col- 
umns; but, at the earnest request of several 
highly esteemed citizens, who contemplate em- 


‘bezzling, murdering, or otherwise doing the 


fashionable irregular in the immediate future, 
we insert it, without money and without price, 
in our editorial columns: 

MICKEY MORTON, 


Owner of the Sidewheel Schooner ** Frank Atwood.” 
A 1, Copper-bottomed, with plenty of brass. 





Criminals conveyed from any prison with 
neatness, secrecy and dispatch. 


Hacks furnished at a moment’s notice, and 
sleepy policemen guaranteed. 


N.B. Scaling ladders furnished ; walls broken 
through; disguises, male and female, provided 
at the lowest market rates, 


Caution. No connection with the Mulberry 
Street concern. 


To THE PuBLIC WHO ARE IN PRISON: 


The undersigned refers with pride to the 
manner in which he got away with Bill Tweed 
and Sharkey, the murderer; and although Tweed 
was recaptured, it was only after he had quitted 
the sacred zgis of the undersigned. Would 
also refer to Red Leary, but as the authorities 
have not found out the matter as yet, the un- 
dersigned would prefer to wait till some re- 
porter gives it to the public. 

As this line of rapid transit from justice is 
expensive, only parties of wealth can be accom- 
modated. Faro and keno always on board, 
with the finest brands of champagne and bran- 
dies—and funds supplied to victims—on se- 
curity. 

M. M. has business connections with wardens, 
deputy-wardens, jailors and police, by which 
he can guarantee success in any operation he 
undertakes. 





No case taken under $1,000. Parties not 
able to raise.that amount should not expect to 
experience the delights of freedom. 

To them the undersigned would remark that 
the “ law must take its course.” 

Unhappy husbands, with “affinities,” who 
desire to ‘‘mysteriously disappear,” will be 
treated with confidentially, at special rates. 


x", Terms, Cash. A retainer of $500 expected in 
every case. Apply, by confidential friend, to the under- 
signed, who may be found in any Broadway Gambling 
Hell. Respectfully, 

MICKEY MuRRAY. 


The only comment we have to make upon 
the above may be gleaned from the conversa- 
tion we had with the would-be advertiser. 

“Can you do all you promise?” we asked. 

“ Well, you bet!” was the reply; ‘‘ have you 
got any friends, murderers or burglars, or the 
like, in the Tombs or Ludlow?” 

We confessed to the paucity of our friends of 
that kidney, and asked him: 

“But the authorities—aren’t they liable to 
block your game at any moment?” 

““Wot/! Did they block Tweedy ?—did they 
block Sharkey ?—did they block Re—? No 
matter; so long’s they git their little racket 
(an’ I’m the man wot divvies liberal), don’t you 
fear but I'll keep all the promises I make for 
the money.” 




















PUCK. 





ANODE. 


He: And I can never call you Kate? 
Sue: Never. 
He: What—never? 


* 
* * 


What care I for life or death, 
What care I for wealth or fame, 
What is there in hope or faith, 
If I can never call the name 
Of Kate? 


What are lips, if they are sealed, 
What is love, if cold or tame, 
What are hearts, if unrevealed, 
What is earth without the name 
Of Kate? 


What is man, if dead or dumb, 
What is work without an aim, 
What are souls all chilled and numb, 
What is it not to call the name 
Of Kate? 
* 


* * 
Out all! out all! away, away! 
I’ll venture this on Fate; 
I'd rather end it here to-day— 
Oh, may I never call you Kate? 


* 
* * 


She: Ahem. Well, hardly ever— 

Then, gently and softly, in the silver sheen of the glo-. 
rious June moonlight, looking down into the upturned, 
speaking eyes, he sees that which impels him to go to 
the ice-cream factory and order one dish and two 


spoons. 
W. J. LAMPTON. 








RECOVERY OF 
THE HISTORY OF O1RELAND. 


ILENT work is sometimes the surest. Al- 

“O) though much excitement has prevailed 

among our readers, and many inquiries 
have been made regarding the very sudden ces- 
sation of the only true and reliable history of 
the Jim of the Say, we have said nothing. We 
knew what we were doing; we knew that our 
own special explorer, with a daring grander 
than Stanley’s, was knocking about the lofty 
slums of ten-story tenement houses in search of 
Professor MacBallywhack. 

Sir John Franklin is gone, yet the world 
breathes and eats. 

Livingstone has skipped, yet the world drinks. 
If you don’t believe this, go to Coney Island 
and see. 

But what would a hundred thousand Irish 
readers of Puck do for the instruction of their 
childher in Oirish history, if Professor Bally- 
whack was lost ? 

We sent out our special reporter well sup- 
plied. He carried with him a small Spitz dog 
containing a reserve force of hydrophobia; 
one bottle of carbolic acid; one policeman 
with a club; and $17.50 in cash, to be used for 
beer or distillery stuff, to secure the good will 
of the natives. 

Mulberry Street was the first point of ob- 
servation; and, though encompassed on all 
sides by danger, our Explorer passed through 
safely, thanks to the Spitz dog. Nothing was 
found until he reached the Nineteenth Ward, 
in those breezy heights which overlook Black- 
well’s Island. 

Here MacBallywhack was found. 

The Explorer wished there was an elevated 
railroad from the front door to the lofty apart- 
ment of MacBallywhack. The latter historio- 
grapher was in bed; the bedstead of no par- 
ticular architectural design, rather, as it were, 


made on the installment plan. Two of its legs 
were propped up with bricks. The Professor 
was covered with a gray blanket, which bore 
the crest ‘‘ U. S.” and which covered him up 
to his chin. Nothing of him was visible ex- 
cept his noble brow and face, on the latter 
whereof he seemed to have been for ‘some 
weeks cultivating a beard of red and white 
stubble, wherein the white evidently had the 
best of it. 

‘‘Aha, me b’y,” he cried, as he lay like a 
mummy on his bed, ‘‘ excuse me shakin’ hands 
wid ye. Oi’m takin’ the Gearge Francis Thrain’s 
theory. I don’t shake han’s—I lose me elec- 
tricity. So ye’ve come for th’ Histhory? Luk 
here, now, I’ve been sayin’ to meself these 
many days: ‘Quowusque tandem, PUCK, abut- 
ayre patienshah nostrah?’ How long is it afore 
ye’re going? Fwhat’s that ye have in yer 
pocket—a bottle ?” 

Before the Explorer could seize his arm, the 
Professor had whipped from his pocket the bot- 
tle of carbolic acid and had it at his lips. But 
the Explorer was in time. He seized it and 
sprinkled its contents over the floor and on the 
hall-way stairs, to the manifest improvement of 
the atmosphere. 

‘* Bigobbs,” said the Professor, ‘‘I thought 
it was whuskey.”’ 

During this little excitement the ‘U. S.” 
blanket had become disarranged, and led the 
Explorer to believe that the great MacBally- 
whack had got into bed as he had come into 
the world—without any clothing on him. Sun- 
dry small pieces of brown paper, with cabalistic 
figures and dates upon them, with the words, 
‘* Boots, 75c.; Coat, 1.25 H; Pants, 87; Vest, 
15; Shirt, 25; Undercl., 30, were subsequently 
submitted to the Explorer, and the policeman, 
without his club, went to a neighboring store- 
keeper whose name was Moses, but who must 
have been an Oirishman, because he had a sort 
of shamrock, in three gilt balls, over his door. 
After a commercial transaction, several pack- 
ages were conveyed to Professor MacBally- 
whack, and he appeared at the street-door, 
where the Explorer awaited him, with his hat 
cocked on one side, his elbow jauntily crooked, 


| and a roll of eloquence upon his tongue which 


we are only too sorry could not be given to 
our readers. 

After the bribe of many punches; after ex- 
perimenting as to which was the better, the 
Oirish whuskey, the American cocktail, or the 
German lager, our Explorer at last induced the 
Professor to sit down and take a good square 
meal. His menu was: 


Deviled kidney. 
Lobster salad. 
Several hard-boiled eggs. 
. Some Deviled kidney, 
. Welsh rarebit. 
Yorkshire pudding. 
Pie (this in honor of America), 
Some more deviled kidneys. 


During this little repast the Explorer was re- 
galed by copious draughts of Greek and Latin 
quotations, some Oirish and a little English, all 
tending to clinch the nail of promise which the 
Professor made, that suffering young Oireland 
in America should not do without its own His- 
tory of Oireland. 

We tremblingly await events. 








— Two numbers of “ Around the World 
with General Grant,” by John Russell Young, 
comes to us from the American News Co. 
They are excellent specimens of typography, 
and the cuts and engravings are excellent. We 
would strongly recommend this work to aspir- 
ing third-term candidates. They will then 
know how much they ought to see before ventur- 





ing on such a campaign. 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA, 
No XCII, 
THE ASTLEY BELT, 
Ya-as, Amerwi- 


cans are again mak- |} 


ing a terwific wow, 

because a pedes 

twian fellaw, wejoic- 

ing in the name of 

aw Weston, has been 

walking severwal 

hundwed miles jn 

- the Agwiculturwaj 

Hall, Islington, and 

has wegained a belt, or something of that sort, 

that the English fellaw Wowell won fwom some 

Amerwicans and Irwish who twied to walk 

against him he-ah and were widiculously 
thrwashed. 

Aw ye know Astley was the orwiginal pwo- 
pwietah of the arwangement. I don’t mean to 
say that he evah wan or engaged in a pedes- 
twian twial of endurwance, but he was the fel- 
law who had it made faw the aw walkah who 
could wetain it faw the longest perwiod. 

Ya as, ye see, a walkah named Bwown—so 
Jack says—had, it appeahs, a few bwief months 
ago, in Gweat Bwitain, made the gweatest time 
on wecord—some seven or eight hundwed 
miles, I believe, in two or thrwee days. 

Now aw Weston, an Amerwican who has 
been amusing himself faw severwal ye-ahs by 
parwading about and twaveling along English 
woads, twied to outswip this man Bwown in the 
wace, and aw by some wemarkable concatena- 
tion of extwaordinarwy circumstances, is said 


to have succeeded. And this fellaw Weston is — 


to bwing this Astley belt back to this blawsted 
countwy. 

As a mattah of course, Bwown allowed Wes- 
ton to carwy this arwangement off, with a view 
to future pwofits, in the event of Bwown—who, 
by the way, is called a ‘‘ blowah”—cwossing 
the Atlantic and engaging in anothah contest 
he-ah. 

Aw I’m almost wearwy of this perpetual 
measurwing of stwength between Englishmen 
and these pwetended Amerwican sporting 
men. It worwies me—if it be at all possible 
for anything of such a charwactah to twouble 
me in the slightest degwee. 

It is a pwetty well understood thing by all 
individuals endowed with pwopah weasoning 
powahs, that undah ordinarwy circumstances 
it is utterly widiculous for Amerwicans to twy 
to aw compete with anybody in sporting mat- 
tahs who is born undah Bwitish wule. The 
Amerwicans must invarwiably get uttahly wouted 
when they make the attempt, unless, by some 
extwaordinarwy accident, the English fellaw 
bweaks down irwetwievably. 

Don’t know at pwesent that I have anything 
maw to say on the subject. I have no particu- 
lar pwedilection faw pedestwianism in any 
shape or form. It’s a gweat deal too much of 
a baw, 

Aw ’pon my soul I was awfully sorwy to 
he-ah of the aw murdah of the ex-Empwess’s 
youngstah, aw Louis, in South Afwicah. Quite 
a nice boy for a Fwenchman. I always used to 
take some notice of him whenevah I found my- 
self in close pwoximity to him or his mothah 
—not ‘because he was a pwince, but because he 
was a wespectable, well-bwed young fellaw aw. 








Tue blue-striped shirt which the fop now af 
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fects, gives him the appearance of a consump- 7 
tive butcher in Sunday clothes; but he knows | 


what he is about, for he says, ‘‘ Soon I will in- 7 
dulge in a fortnight’s vacation, and I need take 


no baggage along.” 





























PUCK, 





Nive. 


BANA 


“‘Deuced shame, isn’t it, old fellow! If they 
’'d only thought of it in time, they might have 
made one respectable man out of the two of 
us!” 

*‘ And now it is too late — too late!”’ 








TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 


> 


Il. 
BELINDA McFLYNN O’SHEA. 


CuHaptTer I. 


~~ TANDING upon the tips of her number 
20) 8 shoes, on the very crown of Mount 
Orion, Belinda McFlynn O’Shea gazed 
upon the enchanting scene spread before her. 
The O’Sheas were taking their usual summer 
tour; and Belinda, leaving her papa and mama 
at the hotel, had wandered up the mountain 
side with the idol of her young heart, Adolphus 
Augustus McBrien. Adolphus had gone to the 
house, built on the mountain top, to seek a 
hunk of congealed water, with which Belinda 
désired to cool her marble brow. It was even- 
tide, and Belinda was alone as she gazed upon 
that enrapturing scene. The refulgent sun was 
slowly sinking down towards the western hori- 
zon, the clouds were turned to silver in the 
clear heavens, the stream that madly rushed 
past the foot of the mountain seemed to her 
but a silver thread, and the air, laden with the 
perfume of the pine and the spruce, lightly 
fanned her cheek. Fairer was she than a sum- 
mer day. Upon her cheeks the lily vied with 
the rose, her eyes and tresses were as dark as 
midnight in Pittsburg, her brow was like unto 
Italian marble, and her lips would have put the 
roseate cherry to the blushhe 


CuHaptTer II. 


Suddenly Adolphus Augustus McBrien bound- 
ed upon the scene. He was a noble youth. 
Broad, manly shoulders had been furnished to 
him by his tailor, and long and rather slim legs 
by nature. His face and hair were of that 
roseate hue known to the ancient Greeks as the 
strawberry blonde color. In his hand, wrapped 
in a silk handkerchief, was the hunk of ice. 

‘*A bear! A bear!” he cried. “ Fly, Be- 
linda!” 

A sensitive organization, suddenly startled in 
its moments of contemplation, loses control 
over its actions, and so it was with Belinda on 
this occasion. Instead of flying she stood 
there as if mucilaged to the spot. ‘There was 
no time to spare; the bear was at hand. Adol- 
phus threw his arm around Belinda’s waist, 
raised her from the ground, and, bearing his 
lovely burden, rushed down the hill. Scarcely 











had he borne her fifty feet when a deep ravine 
yawned before him. He glanced behind; the 
bear was almost at his heels. Without a mo- 
ment’s hesitation he sprang across the abyss. 
The bear did not follow. Adolphus placed the 
lovely Belinda on the ground and gazed upon 
her. She had fainted. 


Cuaprter III. 


Stunned by Belinda’s death-likeswoon, Adol- 
phus scarce knew what to do. Then he tore 
the hunk of ice from its wrappings, and rubbed 
it on Belinda’s cheeks to restore animation. 
Alas, the lily and the rose left her cheeks and 
adhered to the ice! Her face became sallow 
and freckled. He rubbed the ice on her brow; 
the marble disengaged itself from her forehead 
and stuck to the ice. He rubbed the ice on 
her lips; the cherries blushed upon the ice. 
He rubbed the ice against her hair; the black 
came off on the ice, and the gray hairs ap- 
peared. He rubbed the ice on her teeth; a 
full set fell out and stuck to the ice. He gazed 
upon the ice and stood there in despair. All 
that he had ever loved of Belinda was on that 
hunk of ice. He wrapped that piece of ice in 
tissue paper, and placed it in his bosom next 
to his heart. 

CuHapTER IV, 


Belinda’s senses returned to her slowly. She 
sat up and gazed around. 

‘* Adolphus!” she mumbled with her tooth- 
less jaws. 

He took from his pocket a small mirror and 
held it before her. 

She glanced into that mirror a moment, and 
then fell back upon the ground, uttering a 
heart-rending shriek. Her left ear was para- 
lyzed. 

CHAPTER V. 


Never again would Adolphus consent to call 
Belinda his darling. Their lives drifted apart 
forever and forever. He lost his manly air and 
high spirits, and embarked in the undertaking 
business; but ever till he died he wore next to 
his heart that hunk of ice, attached to which 
was all, that had been beautiful, of Belinda. 
Belinda lived on for many years unmarried, 
the devoted mistress of seven cats; but she 
never recovered from the shock she had re- 
ceived on that mountain. Never after that 
eventful day could she waggle her left ear. 


CHAPTER VI. 


The moral of the foregoing true tale may be 
found in the’ proverb, ‘‘ None but the blind 
deserve the fair.” 








THE HORRORS IN HOBOKEN. 














ASTONISHED TRAVELER |making the acquaint- 
ance of a healthy Jersey mosquito for the first 
time]: Bless me! I’ve had zebras before—often 
—and pink monkeys—sometimes—and a spot- 
ted elephant—once. But this is something 
new! 





THE CLERGY AND THE SUNDAY TRAINS. 
I, 
ccf l’S the steam street-cars I’m speaking 
about—the elevated way, 
* And running trains on Sunday—when 
Sunday’s the only day 
A body has got a chance to be saved:—the 
only day in seven 
The clergy have got any time at all to think of 
the road to heaven. 


Il, 


‘‘ For what with eating and drinking, and maybe 
a game of tennis, 

It’s little else they do in a week—as sure as my 
name it is Dennis; 

And I wouldn’t be hindering them at all, when 
Sunday comes in the way, 

Opening the churches an hour or two, and let- 
ting a body pray.” 


III, 


‘‘ Faix, Dennis! whose hindering them at all? 
I only say what's true, 

If they’d open the churches every day, it’s no 
more than they ought to do; 

If the city should close the hospitals on every 
day but Sunday, 

Mighty bad luck it would be, my boy, for them 
as got hurt on Monday. 


IV. 


‘‘Sure if they thought we were going to hell, 
and only the church could save us, 

It’s more than two or three hours a week, the 
gentlemen would lave us; 

Ah then, they don’t believe it at all! 
their way, my honey! 

Of keeping a bit of power in hand, and mak- 
ing a bit of money. 


V. ie 

“Says I to a D. D. yesterday—tor he whined 
till 1 was bored— 

“You are all of you going away /o rest, and 
you'll shut the House of the Lord; 

And if the Lord is not at home unless you do 
the honors, 

It’s a black look out then, anyway, for all of 
the O’Connor’s, 


It’s only 


VI. 


“And sure you needn’t be caring at all, how 
people get to the Park; 

The churches will all be bolted fast, and you'll 
be off for a lark:” 

‘But then,’ he said, with a solemn face, ‘when 
we come back to pray, ; 

Them—very confounded trains! will drown, 
whatever we want to say.’ 


Vil. 


“‘Troth! you may want te say, that’s so, but 
indeed there’s little fear, 

That ever a creature wants to 4s/en anywhere 
else, or here; 
And if you think to change the world with one 

day’s wotk in seven, 
You're ali beguiled! I’m thinking steam will 
take us nearer heaven.” 








Tue triends of the family are respectfully in- 
vited to attend the funeral of one of the 
“‘ Waverley” compositors. The poet declared 
he never thought of comparing his mistress to 
a ‘ fly-blown rose,” and that the man who set 
it up that way was altogether too innocent for 
this world. 
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“‘ Begobs, I niver read about this—or any- 
thing else.” 
**Then step into the jury box.” 
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‘A fit Juror to decide 


INDIGNATION —CHANGE OF VENUE. 
‘This court ‘ll adjourn to the next count 
There’s too many schools an’ dam newspa 


URY SYSTEM. 
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DUNDREARY ON THE FOUR-IN-HAND. 


ae Y Lord, I hope you enjoyed the ride.” 
«« No, the wide was a-a wegular bore, 
A and, Fwancis, you’ll go in my p-place, you 
know, 
If this thing’s to be done any more. -” 
It’s all verwy well, for once in a life, 
Playing jockey, a-and coach, a-and fool; 
I-I think bwothah Tham and I did enough 
O-of that kind of thing a-at school. 





«« The cwowds all laughed and shouted, you know, 
T-thought we were B-Barnum’s twoop, 

And wh-what with the liverwy and lilacs and horns, 
We were a, wemarkable gwoup. 

My face was as wed as a wose, I know, 
And my whiskerth were all out of curl, 

A and I dwopped my eye-glasses into the woad, 
As I-[ looked at a stunning girl. 


«J -I like to dwive, if the horse is not fast, 
And I know how to manage-him well, 

And can choose my time, and fwiends, and woad, 
But this four-in-hand is a-a sell. 

And I won’t twy experwiments on myself— 
I-I hate that kind of a wule; 

So this Coaching Club takes you in my place, 
Or—or else—takes some other fool.” 








SWEET CHARITY. 


POOR VANDERBILT. 





MEANS SUGGESTED TO RELIEVE HIS URGENT 
NECESSITIES. 

LARGE number of wealthy and benevo- 

lent gentlemen, principally real estate 

holders, met recently at the Chamber of 
Commerce, to resolve on some plan to raise 
subscriptions sufficient to start poor, unfortun- 
ate Mr. William H. Vanderbilt in a business 
that would enable him to provide food and 
raiment for his suffering family. 


MR, WILLIAM B. ASTOR 


was unanimously called to the chair, and in 
opening the proceedings remarked that he had 
for a long period viewed with deep sympathy 
the noble struggles of the distressed Mr. Van- 
derbilt to obtain a livelihood. He had come to 
the conclusion that so excellent a citizen as Mr. 
Vanderbilt must no longer be permitted to eke 
outa miserable existence on the ridiculously 
small sum that he managed to earn in the face 
of almost insuperable obstacles. If they did, 
it would be a disgrace to their common human- 
ity; and he felt sure that the kindly and en- 
couraging countenances he now saw before 
him would never allow such a stigma to sully 
the fair fame of New York City. He would 
state that it was of no use doing things by 
halves. Prompt, generous and energetic mea- 
sures must be taken. Mr. Vanderbilt’s necessi- 
ties were as great as his income was insufficient 
to supply them. Not only must they give liber- 
ally themselves for this laudable object, but 
they must use their strongest influence with all 
their fellow citizens to induce them to contri- 
bute. No sacrifice was too great. No effort 
would be too powerful. Let them think for a 
moment of the blessings Mr. Vanderbilt had 
showered on New York. Had he not given 
them the New York Central Railroad, and was 
content to draw a miserable dividend of fifteen 
per cent. on the original stock? Was he not 
the unhappy owner of the Fourth Avenue 
horse-cars, for traveling in which, in his good- 
ness and kindness of heart, he charged only a 
bare six cents? He would not refer to the 








other disastrous enterprises in which Mr. Van- 
derbilt was concerned. He would say nothing 
of the Lake Shore road, of the Harlem road, 
of the Unicorn line of steamers, and of the 
miserable little plots of land he is said to own 
in different parts of the city. Out of none of 
these things could he get a living. In spite of 
the failure of them all, Mr. Vanderbilt, with al- 
most superhuman energy, had made another 
desperate effort to get along. He just wanted 
a little miniature railroad—a small toy railroad, 
as it were—through one or two unimportant 
streets in the city. The bloated toil and labor 
monopolists of New York had been guilty of 
bad taste, meanness and uncharitableness in 
opposing this trifling project. He had very 
little more to say, except to appeal to their 
benevolence and liberality on Mr. Vanderbilt’s 
behalf, and to suggest that Fifth Avenue, from 
Washington Square to soth Street, be surren- 
dered by the citizens and property holders to 
their down-trodden and poverty-stricken fellow 
citizen, Mr. William H. Vanderbilt. [Applause.] 

JupcE Hirton heartily concurred with the 
remarks that had fallen from their respected 
Chairman. Something must be done for poor 
Mr. Vanderbilt, and that without a moment’s 
delay. He for one was quite willing to surren- 
der Fifth Avenue to his suffering fellow citizen 
for his harmless railroad. And he thought, 
while they were about it, Madison and Lexing- 
ton Avenues might be thrown in. 

Mr. PETER GOELET, while supporting most 
cordially the suggestions of the last speaker, 
did not think that to surrender the few avenues 
spoken of would be sufficient for Mr. Vander- 
bilt’s pressing needs. Let Broadway as well be 
given up to this gentleman, and let the citizens 
of New York show that there is nothing mean 
about their composition. 

Mr. AuGust BELMONT was prepared to go 
even further. What was the use of splitting 
hairs about an avenue or two? Let all the 
avenues, including the Boulevards and A, B, 
C and D be given up to Mr. Vanderbilt for his 
own personal use. 

COMPTROLLER JOHN KELLy thought so too. 
Mr. Vanderbilt was entitled to them all. 
There was plenty of room in the Bowery 
and at the Battery for all the inhabitants of 
New York to live comfortably, if they had 
reside in tenement houses and on the grass 
to do it. Vanderbilt ought to have a show. 
He had Fourth Avenue, and ought to have all 
the others. He therefore had much pleasure in 
moving the following resolutions: 

‘“‘'That all the Avenues and Boulevards on 
Manhattan Island be presented to Mr. William 
H. Vanderbilt in consideration of his efforts to 
obtain a respectable livelihood 

‘‘ That the inhabitants of New York City be 
requested to move to Coney Island, the Bowery 
or the Battery, in order to make room for Mr. 
Vanderbilt’s railroad experiments, with a view 
of enabling this gentlemen to get into a paying 
business,” 

The above resolutions were unanimously 
adopted and the meeting then separated, well 
satisfied with the result of the proceedings. 








Answers fay the Anrious. 


HASELTINE.—Take her to Manhattan Beach. 





PAROLE.—We can't answer any question from a man 
who invokes the ‘‘ shade of Fitznoodle.’”’ The Hon. 
Mr. Fitznoodle is much too lively to be invoked asa 
shade, as you would probably find out if you were im- 
portant enough to be handed over to his tender mercies. 


SOUTHERNER.—Calm your noble rage. Learn to be 
polite. 7Zry not to bean ass. Then let us hear from 
you again, In the meantime, farewell. Ta, ta, sweet 
Southron! 








PRINCESS LOUISE’S SALMON, 





‘* THE Princess Louise killed a splendid twenty-eight 
pound salmon. His Excellency was in the canoe with 
her at the time, but did not touch the rod or reel, and 
the Princess alone managed to tire out the big fish and 
bring him ashore, when he was gaffed by a Micmac Ip. 
dian attendant. This was a remarkably fine fish, and 
those who saw him taken say that he showed an extraor- 
dinary amount of game and activity.”"— Canadian dis. 
patch to New York daily papers. 


Puck returns his sincere thanks to Her Royal 
Highness, the Princess Louise (Marchioness of 
Lorne) for her very gracious, considerate, ap- 
propriate and handsome jpresent of a choice 
twenty-eight pound salmon, caught with H. R, 
H.’s own royal hands. It reached the Pucx 
office in magnificent condition, was immedi- 
ately put in the ice-box, and will be eaten with 
all the honors. 


Puck appreciates the gift the more because 
he has always taken an immense interest in the 
welfare of Her Royal Highness, the Princess 
Louise (Marchioness of Lorne); and it is very 
gratifying to find that those whom Puck loves 
show that they love him in return. 








THE THEATRES. 


The Coney IsLanp HERALD brings with it 
the very essence of the beautiful isle of the sea 
that it has been chosen to represent. It igs 


like a journalistic breeze, bearing a perfume of }. 


life and pleasure and champagne and —well, 
clams. 


KOSTER AND BIAL’s palatial halls have now 
the additional charm of backing on to a garden 
that is a sort of large refrigerator in itself. It 
is as cool as—as —as the man who strikes you 
for ten dollars, anc its high walls are well ar- 
ranged to echo the sweet strains of Mr. Bial’s 
music—they are sweet, except when he plays 
Wagner. Then you wish you had hold of 
Wagner by the hair. 


MANHATTAN BEACH is quietly, calmly and 
systematically wiping out all its seaside rivals, 
In slang phrase, it is hogging the business, 
This is wholly because of superior swellness 
and appropriate accommodations for the weary 
traveler. We should recommend the said W. 
T. to go there with all frequency possible if we 
thought it at all necessary. But it isn’t. The 
W. T. will go there without our telling him. 
And when he does get there, if he doesn’t en- 
joy himself and feel generally like a morning 
star, he is simply a beast and an assassin. 


The Mapison SQUARE GARDEN, with or with- 
out electricity, is quite the Correct Kibosh. But 
the electric lights put in last week gave it a new 
charm, enabling people to see a great deal 
more in it than they ever saw before. The 
Fuller light throws shadows so black and so 
well-defined that the sun thinks seriously of 
going out of the business. Of course there are 
certain objections to these remarkable shadows. 
If Edwin and Angelina get off intu a corner 
by themselves, the bad little boys and the cruel 
old maids have only to look on the white walls, 
and they will see the sharply outlined figure of 
two pair of lips that seem to be saying silently: 

Yum * * * * * yum. 








Wuat political delicdcy comes next? What 
sweet little Bour bon bon, seemingly ? 





JEFFERSON Davis, in a recent speech before 
the Mississippi Press Convention, said: ‘‘ I have 
never yet met a Southern woman who was re- 
constructed.” We are glad to learn that the 
old traitor is refused the society of the respect- 
able ladies of the South. 
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ARCHIE GASCOYNE, 


A ROMANCE OF SKYE. 


WRITTEN EXFRESSLY FOR PUCK, 
: BY 


JOHN FRASER, 


AUTHOR OF 
«Effie: a Tale of Two Worlds;” ‘Essays from the Westminster;” ‘Duncan Fenwick’s Daughter; ” 
‘* Fair Fragoletta;” ‘Scottish Chapbooks;” ‘‘A Dream of a Life;” 
** Legends of Lorne;” ‘ Lone Glengartney,” 
etc., etc., etc. 


bell, I should so much prefer hearing you 
read it.” 

‘“‘T will with pleasure, let’s sit down her—on 
this mound of grass, and compare Nature and 
the great lexicographer’s account of her. Here 
it is—I marked the passage.” 

“‘T am all ears; pray proceed.” 

“«¢ Dunvegan is a rocky prominence that juts 
out into a bay on the west side of Skye. The 
house, which is the principal seat of MacLeod, 
is partly old and partly modern; it is built upon 
the rock, and looks upon the water. It forms 
two sides of a small square; on the third side 
is the skeleton of a castle of unknown antiquity, 
supposed to have been a Norwegian fortress, 
when the Danes were masters of the islands. 
It is so nearly entire that it might have easily 
been made habitable, were there not an omi- 
nous tradition in the family that the owner shall 
not long outlive the reparation. (sic).—The 
grandfather of the present laird, in defiance of 
prediction, began the work, but desisted in a 
little time, and applied his money to worse 
ends.’ 

‘*So wrote Doctor Johnson, and though that 
was nearly one hundred years ago, the descrip- 
tion, so far as it goes, is fairly accurate yet.” 

“Yes, with the accuracy of a photograph, 
not of a poem.” 

“ Precisely, and yet Johnson had imagina- 
tion; witness his ‘ Rasselas’ and his satirical 
poems.” 

‘“* He may have had,” said Miss Macdonald 
hesitatingly, ‘‘ but he does not show it in his 
descriptions of Highland scenery, and as to 
his ‘ Rasselas’, which he is said to have written 
in a day, I can’t get myself to like it. I know 
I am heterodox, but I do think it awful rub- 
bish. But, oh! Mr. Campbell, we have been 
here such a long time, and they will be all 
wondering where we are.” 

‘“‘ That they will and are,” exclaimed a gruff 
and angry voice behind them, and turning they 
found themselves confronted by a stalwart 
young Highland chief, in full Highland dress. 

‘Oh, Colin! is that you?” 

‘** Yes, and I’ve been searching for you all 
over the place,” replied the young chief, frown- 
in 


(Continued.) 
fo: thoughtful of you; but, Mr. Camp- 


g. 
‘* We have been here”—(‘we,’ thought Colin, 


. with a pang and a savage scowling at her part- 


ner)—‘‘ but I forgot; allow me to introduce 
you to Mr. Campbell. Mr. Campbell, my cou- 
sin, Captain Macleod—Captain Macleod—Mr. 
Campbell.” 

The two young men bowed frigidly as they 
coldly shook hands, and eyed each other in no 
very friendly fashion. 

“What Lowland puppy is this!” thought the 
chief. 

‘“‘ Her cousin and doubtless lover; a proud, 
ignorant, Highland prig,” thought Archie, and 
again the two men eyed each other. 

“«Come away!” said Macleod gruffly, ‘‘ they 
are waiting for us; take my arm.” 

She gave a little piteous look at Archie, but 
only said: 





‘“‘ Thanks, cousin, but I prefer walking 
alone.” 

“As you please. Perhaps you will take Mr. 
Campbell’s?” was the rude reply, and the 
angry chief stalked gloomily away into the 
wood with rapid strides. 

Archie said nothing, but he thought a good 
deal, and the red spot, which we spoke of in 
a former chapter as an indication that he was 
angered, flushed his nose. As for Maggie, she 
felt quite miserable, knowing her cousin’s pas- 
sionate nature and dreading her mother’s re- 
buke; for she knew in her heart of hearts that 
she was—well, if not guilty, at any rate not 
quite innocent. And then she stole a shy 
glance at her companion, and he looked so 
brave and strong and handsome—and—and— 
she felt inclined to cry, but it was very nice. 





CHAPTER XI. 


Sir REGINALD.—‘‘You’ve only yourself to blame, 
Tony. You knew she was a wench, and since Adam 
fell there has never been a Tragedie without one.” 

Tony.—* Rather say that since the Fall there has 
never been a wench without a Tragedie.” 

—Old Play. 


*- Dunvegan high, 
Lord of the misty hills of Skye.” 
—‘Lord of the Isles." 


WHEN Campbell and Maggie rejoined the 
company they found everything prepared for 
lunch, the entire charge of which the Doctor 
had taken upon himself. At picnics and 
lunches Bob was in his element. With what 
tenderness he manipulated the wine; how nicely 
and expeditiously he carved the fowl; and with 
what grace ineffable he anticipated the wants 
and met the tastes of the ladies! 

“¢ Doctor,” cried the Professor from the other 
end of the extemporised table, which consisted 
simply of a table-cloth laid upon the grass, 
‘‘what a fellow you are for lunches! quite in- 
valuable.” 

‘*Glad you think so. Shall I help you toa 
wing, Miss Effie? But on second thoughts I 
won’t.” 

‘Why not? I do so like wing.” 

‘* Because,” replied Bob in a whisper, “ you 
moight fly away from me, darlint.” 

* 


‘How do you like lunching al fresco ?” asked 
Archie of Miss Macdonald. 

‘‘Oh, ever so much; and how nicely the 
Doctor manages it!” 

‘* Yes, Bob’s about the best hand at that sort 
of thing I ever knew. You see he has hada 
great deal of experience at it. Bob is one of 
those jolly good fellows who go round the 
world picking up collars.” 

‘* Picking up collars!” 

“Yes. He never sleeps at home if he can 
get a friend to put him up, and in the morning, 
of course, he requires a fresh collar. Bob's 
collection of collars must be something im- 
mense, But, really, how have you enjoyed 
the day so far?” 

‘*Oh, Mr. Campbell, I never enjoyed myself 


so——,” and she hesitated while looking at 
him with a demurely bashful smile, 

_“ Yes?” murmured Archie, in a glow of hap- 
piness. 

‘* little in my life.” 

Poor Archie’s face dropped instanter, assum- 
ing such an air of disappointment and wretch- 
edness, that Maggie’s heart relented, and she 
added quickly: 

** But no, I didn’t mean that. I only wanted 
to tease you. Really, I have never enjoyed a 
day so much in my life.” 

Archie’s face brightened on the spot. 

“Nor I,” he whispered; “ nor ever shall 
until—”’ 

*¢ Until what ?” 

‘*¢ Until I spend another one with you.” 


* * 
* 


‘* Fill up your glass, Count, and though the 
custom is now old-fashioned and not according 
to your modern Hoyle, allow me to pledge you. 
ini a bumper.” Saying which Gleninver raised 
his glass to his lips. 

‘With pleasure, mine goot host, mine tear 
friend,”’ replied the Count; “‘and you, fair 
lady,” he continued, turning to Mrs, Macin- 
tosh, “‘ weel you join us, and your goot man?” 

‘* Certainly, Count,” responded the Doctor 
for himself and wife. 

So they drank one another’s healths, and the 
Count would insist on clinking glasses, as was 
the fashion in “ Faderland,” and they were all 
very merry. 

At this point Mlle. Thollier, who had been 
absent, made her appearance. 

“Come away, Mademoiselle ?”’ cried Glenin- 
ver; “I thought you had lost yourself in the 
‘ forest primeval,’ and was about to send the 
Count in pursuit; but I forgot—you have not 
been introduced. Permit me, Mlle. Thollier 
—Count Frankylstein.” 

Owing to various circumstances into which 
we need not enter, neither the Count nor Ma- 
demoiselle knew of the other’s presence till 
now, and when at Gleninver’s words they turned 
to greet each other, Mademoiselle started as if 
a snake had stung her, and an unmistakable 
expression of surprise, doubt and absolute dis- 
may and fear flushed her cheek, and deepened 
the cold glitter of her eyes. Fortunately for 
her, in the general frolic and noise, her confu- 
sion was unobserved by all except the Doctor, 
Gleninver and the Count. 

** You have met before ?”’ exclaimed Glenin- 
ver with surprise. 

Mademoiselle looked keenly—one would al- 
most have thought piteously—at the Count. 
The latter, whose boast it was that he never, 
even on the most critical occasions, lost his 
sang froid, showed his beautiful white teeth as 
he murmured, in his softest tone, laying how- 
ever an emphasis on “ Thollier” which only 
the Doctor observed: 

‘* No, mein goot friend, I have never had the 
gratification to meet Mlle. Zhollier before. 
Will Mademoiselle permit me ?”— offering her 
a seat. 

‘* Merci, Monsieur, merci,” hurriedly replied 
the lady, not yet recovered from her confusion, 
though evidently relieved by the Count’s de- 
claimer, ‘‘ but I must go to my leetle dears at 


ze oder end.” 
* 
a 


Lunch over, the elders of the party pro- 
ceeded to the Castle to pay a visit to its chate- 
laine, Miss Macleod, and give the strangers an 
opportunity of becoming acquainted with its 
curious architecture and antiquarian treasures. 
Passing through the great hall—all hung round 
with: warlike weapons, ancient and modern, 
skins, horns and tusks of wild beasts slain in 
Indian jungle and Afric forests by various Mac- 
leods—they passed up a short flight of stairs 





and rung the bell. 
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‘Yes, Miss Macleod was at home; would 
they step in?” 

Immediately afterwards Miss Macleod en- 
tered the room, and after the usual introduc- 
tions and interchange of courtesies and conven- 
tional small talk, their hostess proceeded to 
show them through the Castle. 

And surely never was there a more delightful 
cicerone. Archie thought he had never seen a 
more perfect or beautiful specimen of a high- 
born lady of the old school—a lady in the high- 
est and most exacting sense of the word. Al- 
though: the winters of over three score years 
and ten had dyed her hair a silvery white, a 
pure and spiritual life—a life of self-denial and 
continuous goodness, of charity and love—had 
preserved for her much of the elasticity and 
even freshness of youth. 

Her cheek, though pale almost to whiteness, 
was smooth as that of a child, and her beauti- 
ful blue eyes were bright and clear as in the 

‘days of her girlhood. But it was her voice 
that most of all compelled admiration — so 
sweetly soft and low, one felt as if he could 
listen to it as in a dream for ever. 

Such was the lady of Castle Dunvegan, who, 
dressed in a plain black and well-worn cos- 
tume of common merino—for Miss Macleod 
‘‘ scrimped ”’ herself in everything in order to 
give to the poor, who simply adored her— 
guided our friends through the venerable build- 
ing. 

Hees were the family portraits of the Mac- 
leods for generations back, and as the grand 
old lady descanted on the history of each, it 
was easily seen her heart went out most to 
those who had been “ out in the ’45.” 

Then there was the great, magnificently 
mounted ox’s horn, “‘ hollowed out,” again to 
quote Johnson, ‘to hold perhaps two quarts, 
which the heir of the Macleod was expected 
to swallow at one draught, as a test of his man- 
hood, before he was permitted to bear arms, 
or could claim a seat among themen.” 

There were also many precious heirlooms of 
every kind, including letters to “‘the Macleod” 
from many famous men and women—notably 
from Dr. Johnson and Sir Walter Scott. 

‘To judge from the Doctor’s own account, 
Miss Macleod,” said Archie, after he had read 
Johnson’s letter, ‘‘ he must have enjoyed him- 
self extremely during his stay here.” 

** Yes,” replied the old lady, her delicate 
white hands crossed in front; “‘ he stayed here 
for several weeks, and was well pleased. One 
thing only there was with which he was dissatis- 
fied.” 

«Indeed! 
diary?” 

‘No, but it was this. In those days, as you 
are doubtless aware, there was no such thing 
as coal in Skye, and in the Castle we used peat 
—what in your country, Dr. Macdonald, they 
call ‘ turf,’ I think. The peats were stored in 
the court-yard, and Doctor Johnson was regu- 
larly supplied with them for his own room each 
morning. ‘The peats, however, were not to his 
mind, and he suspected that the old servant 
whose duty it was to attend upon him did not 
select the best peats for him—possibly because 
he was a Sassenach. So the Doctor resolved to 
help himself, and accordingly used to go out to 
the court-yard himself each morning and carry 
in his own peats in his night-cap—for they 
wore night-caps in those days.” 

The party laughed to think of the great lexi- 
cographer waddting out bareheaded into the 
yard for his own fuel, and the Doctor, taking 
advantage of the break in the conversation, 
said—this time, however, with only the suspi- 
cion of a brogue: 

** And Sir Walter Scott, madame; he stayed 
here—did he not ?” 

“*Oh, yes; and I well remember him, and 
how delighted he was when Macleod took him 


he does not mention it in his 





to see Loch Corruisk,’then a’ ¢erralincognita. 
You will find a beautiful description of it in 
his ‘“‘Lord of the Isles,” part of which he wrote 
during his visit here. You may see from this 
letter ”—alluding to a letter by Scott to Mac- 
leod, written from Edinburgh, and thanking 
him for his kindness and courtesy—‘‘ how in- 
debted he felt to the Macleod for having been 
introduced to Loch Corruisk. He also sent 
a beautifully bound copy—here it is—of the 
first edition of ‘‘ The Lord of the Isles.” We 
prize both the book and the letter—which is 
charmingly written—very highly.” 

And so, one after another, the old treasures 
were displayed; and after visiting the various 
rooms, the dungeon and moat, and other places 
of interest, the party returned to the drawing- 
room, where wine and cake were waiting them. 

A walk through the garden—much more ex- 
tensive now than in the days when Scott and 
Johnson took their morning “ constitutional ” 
there —brought a delightful visit to a flowery 
close; for with her own delicate hands their 
kind hostess made up a small bouquet of flow- 
ers for each of her visitors. 

It was now close upon 5 o’clock, and dinner 
had been ordered for 7; so the horses were re- 
harnessed, and in much the same order as they 
had left in the morning, they returned to Glen- 
inver. 


(To be continued.) 








BESIDE THE BROOK. 


‘“‘I Go a-fishing!” and he sped, 

With rod and line, where by-paths led 
’Neath latticed boughs, beside the brook 
Where fish were lured with cunning hook. 


‘¢T’ll read in solitude a while!” 

With favorite book, and morning smile, 
Through winding ways, she sought the nook 
She loved the best, beside the brook. 


Later, I passed; the line and book 

Were queerly twined, beside the brook; 

While, in the grove, the angler’s prize 

Was reading love-songs in his eyes. 
—“Bric-a-Brac;” Scribner for June. 


WE call the attention of the author of ‘‘ Na- 
tural Selection” to the interesting fact that nine 
paragraphs out of ten in the American funny 
papers have the mule for their subject.— 
Toronto Grip. 

One of the most trying moments in the life 
of a young man is when he has $2 he doesn’t 
know what to do with, and is at a loss to decide 
which to purchase, a colored shirt or a pair of 
eye-glasses.— JV. Y. Star. 


Tue Brooklyn Zag/e dares President Hayes 
to veto Dr. Mary Walker. But it wouldn’t do 
any good. The doctor would squeal herself 
over the veto by considerably more than the 
requisite two-thirds.— Buffalo Express. 


An exchange thinks the time will certainly 
come when men will go flying through the air. 
And so do we. It will come when three or 
four men handle a keg of nitro-glycerine as a 
baggage-smasher handles a trunk. But they 
will go flying through the air so rapidly and in 
so many pieces that they won’t enjoy the trip 
worth a cent.—Vorr. Herald. 





One of the circus employees careless} 
dropped half a lemon into the washtub of 
lemonade they were sellirg Thursday, and it 
had to be all thrown away. The man was 
immediately discharged. — Syracuse Sunday 
Times. 

A NEw industry has been found for that very 
useful article, the lead-pencil. If a man can 
manage to insert it artistically into some soft 
part of his person, he may manage after a few 
attempts to kill himself successfully.—J/. Y, 
Com. Adv. 


ETIQUETTE says a call should not be less 
than fifteen minutes in length.—JlV. O. Pica- 
yune, If etiquette was always right, there isn’t 
one girl in five thousand who would ever get 
married, unless she did the calling herself.— 
NV. Y. Com. Ado. 


UNDER the headline, ‘‘ Amusing,” /wd/ic 
Opinion prints the following from London Fun: 
‘* If London is the wealthiest city in the world, 
which is the poorest? Impecunio-sify.” And 
yet Mark Twain says there is no humor in Eng- 
land.— J. O. Picayune. 


Mt. Etna has stopped vomiting, and we 
may now expect to read at the bottom of one 
of those fraudulent patent-medicine “‘ locals ” 
that its cure was effected by taking only two 
boxes of Dr. Bimm’s ‘ Non-Explosive Anti- 
Bilious Pellets.”—vorristown Herald. 

A CIRCULAR advocating a summer resort calls 
attention to “ numerous cosey seats in forked 
trees and elsewhere—some of them just large 
enough for two persons.” We defy the pro- 
duction of an attraction that can go ahead of 
that. We shall pass the major part of the 
summer there.—Vew Haven Register. 


HARDLY in the line of ‘ Spiritual Songs.” — 
Messrs. Scribner & Co, have recently received 
the following Jona fide order from a country 
Sunday-school chorister: “ Sirs—If you have 
anything new in the line of Sacred Songs, 
comic or sentimental, will you please send me 
some sample sheets ?” 


“‘MisTAKEs in Courtship ”’ was the subject 
of a clergyman’s discourse in this city on Sun- 
day. It seems to us that it isn’t so much in 
courtship that people make mistakes. Court- 
ing’s all right. It’s the sad awakening from 
the rosy dream that hurts. Moral—Keep on 
courting.—V. Y. Commercial, 


THE skies have been darkening continually 
for the past few days, and we have been ex- 
pecting something dreadful; but our sensitive 
system was hardly prepared for the startling in- 
formation that Queen Victoria drinks tea from 
asaucer. Such revolutionary and unfashion- 
able carryings on are a disgrace to our com- 
mon nature.— ew Haven Register. 


Mr. MILLER, in the Baptist Convention, said 
that he had a mountain to offer for those to re- 
move who believed in removing mountains. 
The Melrose Baptist Church was in great trou- 
ble. Its pastor had resigned, and the church 
society owed him his salary for ever so long. 
The floating debt was $753.66, and mortgages 
encumbered it to the depth of $2,200. Anad- 
ditional mortgage could not be obtained. The 
Baptist City Mission had refused aid. The 
pastor must be paid. The property is in danger 
of being sold. ‘‘ There is the mountain,” ex- 
claimed Dr. Miller, ‘‘ and not a word has been 
said about removing it by prayer.” 

“Why don’t the Conference stop right here 
and pray for it?’’ said a voice from the midst 
of the brethren. 

There was silence for a moment. Then 
Moderator Lawson said: “ It remains for the 
Conference to decide what shall be done.” 

‘* Go on with the order of business,” said a 
voice, in the quietest tone imaginable. The 
clerk went on calling names of members to 
speak.— WV. Y. Sun. 
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A younc lady, in town, well connected 
In her talk was very affected, 

For neither she always said nither; 

And one day at the dentist’s, 

Before her tooth was ejected, 

She said she believed she take “‘ ither.”’ 

— Wheeling Leader. 

Mrs. A.—‘‘ Somebody’s in the next room, I 
wonder what they’re doing.” [Looking wist- 
fully at the keyhole.] ‘I’ve a good mind to 
peek.” Mrs, B.—‘Oh, I wouldn’t; ’tisn’t right.” 
Mrs. A.—‘‘I don’t care; I’m just dying to 
know.” [Puts eye to keyhole, but immediately 
takes it away, disconcerted.] ‘‘ Hm! the key 
isin.” Mrs. B.—‘‘ Yes; so I found before you 
came in.”— Boston Transcript. 


Do you know who got up the first corner in 
breadstuffs ? No? Well, it was that good young 
man Joseph and his bad old master Pharaoh, 
the younger member of the firm furnishing the 
points and the senior partner the stamps. The 
two monopolists gathered in the wheat for seven 
years, then bulled the market and gathered in 
the substance of the hungry people for another 
seven years, till finally that eminent and highly 
respectable firm of produce brokers owned 
about everything that was worth owning in the 
land of Egypt. Joseph was appointed “ ruler 
of the king’s navee,” sent for “his s. and his c. 
and his a.,” and, the facts of history compel us 
to state, lived long and prospered. A change 
in the Administration, however, made it rather 
hot for Joseph’s descendants, and, as you may 
recollect, they emigrated after a somewhat 
heated discussion with the new Pharaoh.— 
Boston Transcript. 








G. H. MUMM & C0.’S CHAMPAGNE. 


importation 1x 1878 


35,906 Cases, 





or 16,270 Cases MOFe 


than of any other brand. 


21,522,944 Glasses 


OF THE HERMANN BREWERY LAGER BEER 
WERE DRUNK IN THIS CITY LAST YEAR. 








Persons afflicted with distases of the eyes can find no greater 
curative than POND’S EXTRACT, There are no harsh 
and irritating drugs in its composition, so that it can be used in 
any case without the least danger of injury to the most delicate 
organism. It has astrangely marvelous power to arrest and re- 
move inflammation. It affords relief upon the first application, and 
producing the best results when its use is continued. Beware of 
‘mitations. Ask for Ponp’s Extract—take no other. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours, For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICHHORN, No. 4 St. Marks Place, New York. 








SOZODONT. To preserve the teeth and keep them pure 
and white, to prevent their decay, there is no preparation in the 
market equal to SOZODONT. To preserve the gums in a natur- 
ally hard and healthy condition, there is no superior to SOZO- 
DONT. To purify and sweeten the breath there is no rival to 
SOZODONT. For a perfect mouth there is no recipe like the use 
of SOZODONT. Consequently it is no wonder that the popularity 
of SOZODONT as a dentifrice has no bounds. All Druggists 
keep it. 

















ANGOSTURA BITTERS, 


An excellent appetizing Tonic of exquisite flavor now used over 
the whole civilized world, cures Dyspepsia, Diarrhea, Fever and 
Ague, Colics and all disorders of the Disgestive organs. Try it, 
but beware of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or druggist for the 
genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
wero” U. 8. Sole Agent, 51 Broadway, P. O. Box, 2610, 


z 








L. DE VENOGE, 
41 South William Street, New York. 


CENERAL ACENT. 
For Sale by all the Principal Wine 
Merchants and Grocers. 


THE PUREST CHAMPAGNE. 
’S ‘N 3HL Ni G31L40dWI 





GREAT REDUCTION IN PRICES. 





Macuinery Ons cheaper than at any store in the city. 


NEW YORK CITY OIL CO., Sole Agents, 
124 MAIDEN LANE. 





NICOLL, the Tailor 


139—151 Bowery. 
PANTS to order .... cece coves secccceccceccees $3.00 to $10.00 
SUITES te ender nce cc 0n000epe49s ew 0.29008 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. 


CHINKALYPTUS, “Thousand Dollar Acrostic,” 


Chills, chills, malarial chills! 

Hope there gleams for a man with these ills, 

If he speedily sends unto us, 

No physic taking but Chinkalyptus. 

Known it may be by its box of tin, 

Always with thirty-six pills within; 

Lovely pills, hens smooth and white, 

You'll surely find they will cure you quite. 

Palmetto on cover in blue you'll see, 

‘Fogether with crocodiles viewing the tree. 

Useless ’t would be for us, to say more, 

So well’s Chinkalyptus known at drug store. 

Chinkalyptus is sold at retail by all druggists at 25 cents per 

box, or $2.74 per family package of One Dozen. Victor E. MAUGER 
& Perri, General Agents, Nos. 104 to 110 Reade St., New York. 





RY THE NEW 


<RAGRANT VANITY AIR 
ana TOBACCO 


** STRAIGHT *’—Rare Old Virginia. 


“* HALVES ”’—Rare Old Perique and Virginia. 
NEW COMBINATIONS OF THESE FRAGRANT TOBACCOS. 























CELEBRATED 
FOR THE MANUFACTURE 


Fine Silk Dress, Stiff 
and Soft 


| KELT FATS 


FORIGENTLEMEN’S WEAR. 


“PUCK” CIGARETTES 


ARE FASHIONABLE AT PRESENT. 


Their quality and make-up outshines all those heretofore used 
They are made on a new system by 


B. POLLAK, 
the Manufacturer of NEW YORK 
and sold by every first class dealer. . 


SANDIFER, 


MERCHANT 
5th Avenue Hotel. 
NO FANCY PRICES. 
Psy | 


















IMPORTER AND MANUFACTURER OF 


GENTLEMEN’ S HATS 


174 Fifth Ave., 169 Broadway, 
Between 22d and 23d Streets. Near Cortlandt Street, 
NEW YORK. 





CARL H. SCHULTZ’S 
SPARKLING TABLE WATERS. 


Carbonic, Selters and the 
Alkaline Vichy. 


Used in preference to any others on account of their delicious 
taste, absolute purity, reliable composition and dietetic properties. 
Sold in large glass bottles, in cases of fifty, for only 


SIX DOLLARS. 


Families living in the country should not be without 
them. 


Carisbad, Marienbad, Ems, Hissingen, Pullna, 
Bitter Kissingen, Schwalbach, Pyrmont, &c. 


Please address orders, 


CARL H. SCHULTZ, 860 Broadway, New York. 


THE MINING RECORD. 


$3 a Year. — Sample Copies Free. 


ENLARGED TO THIRTY-TWO PAGES, 


Full news from the Great GOLD and SILVER Mines, Orders 
executed for Mining Stocks in New York or San Francisco. 


A. B. CHISOLM, Proprieter, 
61 BROADWAY. 
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WITTY JEWS AND JEWISH WITS, "OBEY MLUSTRATED. Pri 


15 CENTS, AT ALL NEWS STANDS. THE TRADE SUPPLIED BY THE 
CAN NEWS COMPANY, New York. 




















PUCK, 





PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


363 CANALST ,NEW YORE, 


Manufacture Gold and Silver Medals and 
Badges for Schools, Colleges and Societi 


$10.—Any of these goods sent free 
gy yon receipt of price. 

y EsTaBiisuep 1838. 
CORREOT TIME per TELEGRAPH. 





Vienna, Philadelphia 
AND 
American Institute Fair, New York. 


OTTO LEWIN, 


The well known Artist Photographer, 
989 THIRD AVE.,S. E. Cor. 59th St., 
294 BOWERY, above Houston St. ~ 








PHOTOGRAPHER, 


347 East 14th Street, 
Between 1st & and Aves., New York.—Closed on Saturdays only 





BROKHAHNE’S 
NATION SHAVING APPARATUS. 





——— 


COMBI 





Strap, Razor Case with Razor, Shaving Cup with Soap and 
Brush, All combined in One. 

This entirely new invention is the most useful and convenient 
article for gentlemen at home as well as traveling. 

Descriptive Circulars free by mail. 

A very large stock of the most celebrated Speed and Diamond 
Spear Razors, being Hamburg hollow ground. 

W. BROKHAHNE, 350 Canal St., N. Y. 











D. A. MAYER, 


IMPORTER OF 


HUNGARIAN WINES, 


526 Broadway, — 
NEW YORK. 


» 


¢ 





THE ONLY HOUSE IN THE UNITED STATES WHERE 
HUNGARIAN WINES ARE SOLD, WHICH HAS 
BEEN AWARDED FOR “PURITY” AND 
“SUPERIOR QUALITY” BY THE 
CENTENNIAL COMMISSIONERS, 1876. 


No with any other House in the United States. 














Comfort, Durability, 
Lightness and Elegance. 


THONET 


BROTHERS, 


OF THE 
World Renowned 
AUSTRIAN 


BENT WOOD 
Furniture. | 


PrincipaL DrnpoT FOR THE 
Untrep States: 


808 Broadway, 


NEW YORK, 
ESPECIALLY ADAPTED FOR 


HOTELS, RESTAURANTS, CAFES, ete. 
Price Lists and Circulars Gratis. 





DENTAL x OFFICE 


ee Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess, 
162 West 23rd Street, bet. 6th and 7th Avenues, N. Y. 


Late 389 CANAL STREET. 


A MSirey 


OLD ESTABLISHED AND WELL-KNOWN 


DENTAL ROOMS, 
No. 6 E. 14th Street, near Sth Ave. 

Whole and Partial Sets Beautiful Mineral Continuous Gum 
Teeth, $2.50, $5.00, $10.00, upwards, Decayed Teeth filled ina 
superior manner without pain, so as to preserve them for life with 
= Gold, genuine Platina, Amalgam, Bone, &c., $1.00 upwards. 

‘eeth cleaned in a harmless manner so as to give them the white- 
ness of ivory $1.00. Teeth extracted without pain. 

Everything warranted as represented, and the best materials 
used in every case. PARTICULAR ATTENTION PAID TO CHILDREN’S 
Tgetu. Open Evenings and Sundays. 


SCEIMIT.T ¢ HOLAWN=. 
CENTRAL PARK LAGER BEER 
BREWERY, 
Brewery & Office, 159—-165 E. 59th 
St. Ice-house and Rock-vaults, 56th 
and 57th Street, Ave. A, and East 
River, N. Y 
We guarantee * BOHEMIAN BIER” to equal Im- 
ya Bier in all respects, and to Excel Domestic and 


estern Biers in ‘Taste, Color and Substance, thus 
making it the ; 


“ BEST SHIPPING BIER.’ 


SOLD CHEAPER THAN WESTERN BIER. 


Patents, Trade Marks 


are promptly secured by the Patent Office of 


PAUL GOEPEL, 


Staats-Zeitung Building, Tryon Row, New York. 


ADVICE AND PAMPHLET FREE. 
Goepel’s Classified Trademark-Record open to free in- 
spection. 











Publisher of ‘‘DER TECHNIKER,” a semi-monthly Journal, 
in the German Language, devoted to the progress of Science, In- 
vention and the Trades. Terms of Subscription: $1.40 per year, 
in Advance, including Postage. Sample copies free. 


Isaac Smith's Umbrellas 


QINGHAM, = siz2....$1 00 
GUANAGO, Pitented.... 2 00 
SILK; paragon frame 


The Famed 





400 
a@ Any of the above sent by ex- 
press, securely packed, on receipt of 
price. 
2 COURTLANDT STREET, 
near Broadway. 
36 FULTON ST., near Pearl. 
104 BROADWAY, near Wall. 
1188 BROADWAY, near 2gth st. 


Baa 405 BROADWAY, near Canal. 
ESTABLISHED A. D. 1802. 





Metropolitan Elevated Railway, 


OPEN FROM 5:30 A. M. TO 12 P.M. 


RECTOR ST.—Nearest point for Wall street ferry, connecting 
with cars for South ferry. 

CORTLANDT ST.—Nearest point for Jersey City and Com- 
munipaw ferries. 

PARK PLACE—Nearest point for Post Office, City Hall and 
Barclay street ferry to Hoboken. 

CHAMBERS ST.—Nearest point for Pavonia and Erie Railway 
ferries. 

FRANKLIN ST. . 

GRAND ST —Nearest point for Desbrosses street ferry to Jer. 
sey City, connecting with cars for Desbrosses and East Grand 
street ferries. 

BLEECKER ST.—Connecting with cars tur east and west, 

8TH ST.—Connecting with cars for Christopher street and 
East Tenth street ferries, 

14TH ST.—Connecting with cars for East Twenty-third and 
Thirty-fourth street ferries. 

23D ST.—Connecting with cars for Twenty-third street ferry 
to _ City. 

33D ST.—Connecting with cars for Weehawken ferry. 

42D ST.—Connecting with New York Transfer Company’s 
cabs for Grand Central Depot. 

50TH ST. AND 6TH AV. 

58TH ST.—Sixth avenue entrance to Central Park, connecting 
with cars of Belt Line Railroad. 

53D ST. AND 8TH AVE. soTHST. ANDoTH AV. 72D 
ST. AND 9TH AV. 81ST ST. AND oTH AV. D ST. AND 
9TH AV. 104TH ST. AND oTH AV. FOR UP-T WN ‘TRAINS 
take east side stations. FOR DOWN-TOWN Tra:ns take west 
side stations. 

Trains will run to 58th st. and 6th av, and rogth st. and oth av, 


alternately, 
FARE TEN CENTS, 

except between the hours of 5:30 and 7:30 A.M. and 5 and 7P.M., 
when the fare is 5 cents: 


WM. R. GARRISON, 
resident. 
M. VAN BROCKLIN, 


Superintendent. 


Manhattan Beach Railway. 


Double Track over the entire Road. 
GREENPOINT DIVISION. 


Trains leave foot of 23rd street, East River, by steamer Sylvan 
Grove, 8:45, $9745, 10:45, 11:15, $11:45 A. M.; []12:15, 12:45, 1:15, 
ohn §2:15, $2:45, 13:15, 3:45, 4:15, 4:45, 15:15, $5745, 6:15, 6:45, 

7:15» $7245» 8:15, 8:45 P. M. 

Returning leave Manhattan Beach for Greenpoint and New 
York, 7:35, 10, $11:05 A. M.; [12:05, 12;30, 1:10, $1:30, 2:15, $2:30, 
13:15, $3:30, 4:15. $4:30, Il5:15, $5:30, 6:15, 6:30, 17:15, $7:30, 

8:15, 18:30, §9:0%, $9:30, 10:35 P. M 

Trains marked thus || stop at East New York only—15 minutes 
after Greenpoint time. Trains marked thus { do not stop at 
Sheeps Head Bay. 

BAY RIDGE DIVISION. 

Steamers ‘“‘Thomas Collyer’’ and “Twillght’’ leave New York 
(N. R.) connecting at Bay Ridge with trains for Manhattan Bea h, 
as follows: 

22d Street—g:10, [10:25, $11:25 A. M.; 12:25, [1:25, [2:25, 3:25, 
44:25, $5325, 6:25, $7:25, [8:25 P. M. 

Leroy street—9:35, $10: 35,J11:35 A. M.; 12:35, 1:35, 12:35, 3235, 
34:35, 5:35, 6335 P. M. 

Pier 8—g:55, f10255, fur:55 A. M.; 12355, $r:55, $2255, 3:55, 
$4:55. $5:55, 6:55 P. M. ; ; 

The steamer “D. R. Martin’”’ connects with Elevated Railroads 
at Whitehall street, and trains at Bay Ridge for Manhattan Beach 
as follows: 

Leave Whitehall Street $9:25, $10:25, $11:25 A.M.; 12:25, f1:25, 
q2:25, 3:25, 34:25, $5:25, 36:25, f7:25, $8;25, Pp. m. 

Trains marked thus } do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay, 

RETURNING LEAVE 

Manhattan Beach for Bay Ridge and New York as follows: 

8:10, *10:20, *11:00, *11:20 A. M.; 12:00 M; “12:20, $1:00, *1:20, 
$2:00, *2:20, $3:00. *3:20, 4:00, *4:20, $5:00, *5:20, 6:00, *6:20, 
$7:00, *7:20, $8:00, *8:20, 8:55, *9:20 and $10:25 P. M. 

Trains marked thus * connect with steamer “D, R, MARTIN” 
and do not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Trains marked thus { connecting with North River Boats do 
not stop at Sheeps Head Bay. 

Excursion Tickets good to return to New York over either di- 
vision, but North River and Greenpoint Tickets are not good on 
Elevated Railroads, 

Orders may be left with Dodd’s Express for baggage to and 
from Manhattan Beach. 


GRAND CONCERTS EVERY AFTERNOON 
aay EVENING BY GILMORE’S BAND AND 
L a . 

ALBANY AND TROY BY DAY BOATS, 
C. VIBBARD and DANIEL DREW, commencing Jun~ 2d, leave 
Vestry St., Pier 39. N. R., at 8:35, and 24th St. at 9 A. M. (By 
Annex boat from BRUOKLYN at 8 A. M.) Landing at NY- 
ACK FERRY, WEST PUINT, CORNWALL, NEWBURGH, 
POUGHKEEPSIE, RHINEBECK, CATSKILL, and HUD- 
SON. Passengers landing at WEST POINT, CORNWALL, or 
NEWBURGH can coielel by down boat. Tickets sold and bag- 


gage checked north and west. ‘Tickets or coupons good on Hud- 
son River R. R. received for passage. 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN, 


(LATE GILMORE’S.) 


Great Success of this Splendid Summer Resort. 


FLOWERS AND FOUNTAINS, 











CHANGE OF PROGRAMME NIGHTLY. 
Sig. Liberati and the Grand Band. 


BE. B. DODWORTH..... 0.22000. o-o-sececscocccese ve sR 
POPULAR MUSIC NIGHTLY. 


ADMISSION 25 CENTS. 
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“PIPER-HEIDSIECK.” We guarantee this medium 
ary vary to be — in quality to any other CHAMPAGNE 


without He gh 
PIPE “SEO” ts more adapted to the German and Eng- 
lish taste; is without bitterness and acidity, and dryer than 
any wine ‘imported. It leaves the most delicious after-taste on 
ine palate. 

SoLE AGENTS IN THE UNITED STATES AND CANADA, 


JOHN OSBORN, SON & CO., 
FounpDED 1n 1836. 
45 Beaver Street, N. Y-, 
And 44 St. Sacrament Street, Montreal. 








“AMERICA” 
Extra Dry 


: Per Case, 12 Quarts, $7.00. 
Per Case, 24 Pints, $8.00 


A. WERNER & CO., 308 Broadway, N. Y. 








MATHESIUS & FREY, 


MANUFACTURERS OF 


CABINET 


FURNITURE 


Upholstery, Decorations, &c 


at Prices to suit the times. Every Article pdt ESE, 


No. 1567 & 1569 Broadway, cor. 47th St., N. Y. 


HAMANN & KOCH, 


Red Ne. m Saiden Lane, 





_ FRENCH CLOCKS AND BRONZES, 


DEALERS IN AMERICAN AND SWISS WATCHES, 
DIAMONDS AND FINE JEWELRY. 
Look for No. 9, nearest Broadway. 
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WAST BRIGHTON BEAGH HOTEL, 





“GNV71Si AANOOD 













YG 








THE FAMOUS 


Vienna Coffee Pot. 


Beautifully finished, of burnished brass, with burnished brass bow, 
porcelain base, porcelain handles to lamp and extinguisher, porcelain knob 
on cover and spout, and one brass and one glass cover. 

IMPORTED FROM VIENNA ONLY BY US. 





SIZE. PRICE, size, PRICE. 
it icin 0 0c « ohanpac thee $s.co |. © Qupese...ccumeuio cx $10.00 
ee, ey ee ee aoe 5-75 20-. ih dane cdgpeweebaapas oe I1.§¢ 
ide ee ee A 6.75 | 26.7 ORS ae eek 13.00 
6 © ibe a sense. 8.75 


_ EDWARD D. BASSFORD, 
HOUSE FURNISHING STORES, 


China, Glass, Cutlery. Silverware, 
Cooking Utensils, Woodenware and Refrigerators, 


1, 2, 3, 12, 13, 15, 16 and 17 Cooper Institute, N. Y. City, 
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are the only Importers of 


< HUNGARIAN WINES, 
q Liguers and Crown Champagne, 


EY in the United States and: Canada, who are regularly 
and personally attending to he selection of their Wines 
directly from the Wine-growers in the most renowned Wine 
districts of Hungary, and are able to furnish the very best 
of Wines and Liquors fo~ Family and Medicinal use, 
at reasonable prices. Orders left at the above places will 
be promptly attended to, and delivered free of charge. 
BRANCH: “Hotel Hungaria”, No 4 Union Square, 
WITH ELEGANT WINE ROOMS AND RESTAURANT. 
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mts. Outfit Free. |] WITH 











YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 





6’ Imp, Austrian 100 fi, Government Bond. 


Iesue of 1860. 


These bonds are guaranteed by the Imperial Government of 
Austria, and bear interest at, the rate of 5% per annum, payable 
semi-annually. They are rédeemed tm two drawings annually, ia 
which 100 large premiums of 60000, £0,000, 5,000, etc., 
florins are drawn. Every Austrian 5% fi. bond, which does not 
draw one of the larger premiums, must be redeemed with at least 
120 Florins, as there are no blanks, and every bond must 
draw something. The next drawing takes place on the Ist of 
August, 1879, and every bond bought of us on or before the 
rst of August is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn 


ICH &cO 
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TICKET OFFICE. 102 NASSAU S' NY 


Next Mavens) preset 200,600, von. lit, 
821 noe, ee to 0,000. 





Tickets 840. Halves, $20. Quarters, $10. Fifths, $8. 
Tenths, te wentieths, $2. Fortieths, $:. 


= Bates fo Ayr podem Agents on thereon on that date, Country orders sent in Registered Letters 

Fay Fi a | $14,000. pause eae and enclosing $5 will secure one of these bonds for the next draw- 
Louisi NA peTATE eon RY. ing. For orders, circulars, or any other information, address, 

De pital, $30,000. INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO., 


Tikes $e. Halen” $1. 
ALL GERMAN STATE LOTTERIES. 


sar In writing orders or for information please state 
that you saw this in the English “Puck.” 


150 Broadway, New York City. 
Established in 1874. 


N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in the English 











Puck. 





























Orrice or “PUCK” 23 WARREN ST Hew YORK 


MAYER, MERKEL & OTTMANN. LITHOG. 23-25 WARREN ST NY. 


THE ELEVATED RAILWAY'S OPPOSITION TO CLERICAL INFLUENCE.—A TELEPHONIC HINT TO THE P 





